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WIYOLIGS 


EDITORIAL 


This issue of Poesie de MONTREAL POEMS features the work of women, not as 
feminists screaming of injustices, but as people who have, it turns out, essentially the 
same concerns as men: the search for self-image; a need for close relationships; art and 
the philosophies that surround it; society and its politics. Yet in some of the poems, 
recognition of the differences of man and woman is made and understanding of these 
differences is sought. 


In Gail McKay‘s The Shape of Civilization, male-female differences are delineated 
with clarity. In this poem man’s virility is juxtaposed against woman’s fertility. The sea 
destroys what it can, as man may do: ‘‘White horses are crushing the shells.” But Mea- 
dow grows tall grasses where she can hide man, offering him temporary escape from a 
competitive society and the opportunity of rebirth. In return, woman asks man, creator 
of civilizations, to shape her destiny: “‘hold my borders down.” 


In this and future issues of MONTREAL POEMS we use poetry as the language of 
most intense communication; we perceive poetry as a means of communicating our ex- 
perience, increasing our awareness and making possible the exploration of deeper levels 
of consciousness. 


We believe that the elements that gave rise to Montreal’s controversy of the 60's, 
the raging dichotomy between Dionysus and Prometheus, cannot be found in our work. 
For we have accepted the responsibility of the poet. Though we may escape temporarily 
into ivory-tower universities “and the intellectual stimulus of academia’, or meditate in 
in the transcendental wilderness of log cabins, we return to fling ourselves into the fray; 
into the chaotic inferno called “‘life’’. We return because we have something to say that 
we believe must be said. We do not believe that logic and madness can be separated, not 
if our poetry is to be real. We must be logical and mad at the same time, and at different 
times. Depending on the climate or the phase of the moon. This is the only way we can 
explore the ills of our season; the only way we can probe to the core of our diseases. And 
compassion. Let us not forget compassion. Passion and compassion must be an integral 
part of our poetry, our art, We must engage the heart as well as the mind. Prometheus 
and Dionysus can coexist. And compassion is the swinging bridge that will close the gap. 


In the future, we hope always to publish the work of new writers and to give space 
to interesting experiments. But the emphasis will be on content — the poem must have 
substance that can be gotten at, though not too easily — and we believe that each poem, 
if it is not pickled in artificial preservatives, will find its own form, in a natural way. 


We are, then, organic poets, cultivating, fertilizing the soil with natural waste, 
sending down roots into the rich, dark earth of the individual and collective unconscious. 
And “out of the fertile muck’ will spring forth each unique view of “‘reality’, trans- 
formed by the mysteries of growth, into art. 


Keitha MacIntosh 


CONTRIBUTORS 


Mona Adilman: Beat of Wings, Cult of Concrete. Associate Editor, MONTREAL POEMS. McGill 
graduate, environmentalist, free-lance writer. Created a course in Ecology and Literature for Con- 
cordia University. 


Dod Bodiley: former British journalist. Currently embarked on a novel. McGill Creative Writing 
class student. 


Ruth Chad: M.A. English, McGill. Teaches at York. 
Denyse Collin: Teaches: writes: studies: stretches herself in many directions. 
Frances Davis: Heads Department of English. Vanier College. 


Christine Dyer: Teaches at Vanier College. Camouflaged as Mattie Falworth. Editor, Montreal 
Poet’s Information Exchange (M.P.1.E.) Newsletter. 


Patricia Ewing: The Other Land was inspired by a 2 1/2 year sojourn in Spain. Will publish a new 
collection of poems in the near future. 


Richard Hull: Ryerson, graphic art. Artistic Director, MONTREAL POEMS. Writes poems and 
stories on rocks beneath waterfalls. 


Gertrude Katz: Through Mist, Weeds and Water. Edited and compiled The Time Gatherers (writings 
from prison). 


Claudia Lapp: Honey, Dakini. Teaches John Abbott College, Ste-Anne de Bellevue. 

Carol H. Leckner: Daisies on a Whale’s Back. Another collection forthcoming from Fiddlehead. 
Editor of Rufanthology, a creative writing magazine for high school students, at the Protestant 
School Board of Greater Montreal. 


Keitha MacIntosh: M.A. Creative Writing, Concordia. Teaches McGill, Vanier College. Shattered 
Glass & Other Fragments. 


Gail McKay: M.A. in Creative Writing, Concordia/78. 


Mary Melfi: The Dance, The Cage and The Horse. M. Library Science, McGill. 


Stephen Morrissey: Editor Whatis (concrete). Divisions. The Natural Way To Write. Trees of 
Unknowing. Teaches at Champlain College. 


Rena Okada: Has worked as a counsellor in the women’s movement. B.A. in Applied Social Sciences. 
“Unemployed ghost writer.” 


Carole Tenbrink: Psychiatric nurse. Graduate student in Creative Writing at McGill. 
Susan Veroff: Creative writing student, McGill 
Wendy Wachtel: Editor, There /s A Voice. Graduate English, McGill. 


Paddy Webb: Between Two Fires, Children & Milkweed. Teaches Communications, Drama and 
Improvisation at the McGill Faculty of Education. 


Joanne Wiggins: B.A. History, Concordia... and other knowledge. 


ON POETRY 
Mona Elaine Adilman 


In an era of over-specialization, the poet plants his seeds in an inter-disciplinary, 
fertile soil. He synthesizes the knowledge of art and science, filtering it through his own 
personal spectrum of vibrant emotion. 


He integrates the wisdom of biologist and anthropologist, historian and philospher. 
His poetry is the alchemy that turns academics into activists, and transforms militants 
into missionaries. 


He locks his burning ideas into words, and tosses them, like fireballs, into the streets 
of humanity. 


He is an electrical force, lighting this turbulent epoch with the glow of truth. The 
rotting bodies of dogmatism and bigotry are dissected by the scalpel of his convictions. 


Poetry is the watershed of instinct and intellect, fusing passion with reason, and 
franchise with restraint. A poet is the great catalyst of all time, reaching out with cosmic 
conscience to create a better world. 


THE YOUNG AIRPLANE PILOT SUSAN VEROFF 


The young airplane pilot sat braiding the peacock feathers. 
Much to his chagrin, 

He felt the penetrating glare of a woodsmoked girl on his back. 
She had returned from the raging rapids, 

Her back and thighs slashed and scraped 

By the sparkling quartz in the rocks. 

Quietly, she unfolded the peacock feathers, 

And flicked a black beetle in his face. 

She ran away — waving the feathers, 

Her bleeding flanks stirring a strange passion in the young pilot. 
He yelled out impulsively that he would send her 

One rose when he got back to the city. 

He put his head in his hands and tried to remember her name, 
But her feet were already light brown from the dirt 

On the road, 

And the leaves on the trees were trembling. 


BUS STOP 


The Bus stops, he puts out his leg, 

Preparing to mount. 

The bus moves sideways and falls over. 
People climb out and wearily shake his hand, 
And go on their way. 

He picks up one of the windows that has fallen out, 
And breaks it over his head. 

He puts his ticket in the ticket box, 

Shakes the busdriver’s hand. 

The busdriver is asleep. 

He walks on to the next bus stop. 


EYES HORRIBLE AS RAINDROPS 
1. Your Smallness Is In Due Order 


You, with those eyes 

horrible as raindrops, 

you, with those hands 

(no more claws than are pearls or perfume) 
you, with your insignificant stomach, 

with your insignificant greed, 

with your mouth which cannot 

even contain the bite of an apple 

let alone your name or mine, 

you won't delight me babel. 


Your face contains as much 

passion in it as two black berries. 

It reveals nothing. 

That look, that vacuum, 

says nothing about that deadly precision 
invented before your time and mine. 
But your hand, just bigger 

than a quarter but more delicious 

can turn my finger into a stick. 

You are here to replace the dead. 


Though you'll fit 

inside the sleeve of my coat, 

sew up the ends 

and you’re dead without a word, 

your face, fine as the very center of the earth, 
will not move me to pity. 

I'll give pity to a dwarf, let’s say, 

but your smallness is in due order. 

It’s expected and preferable to a landscape. 


Place your mouth beside mine, 

your nose beside mine 

and whatever else you have to give up. 

I'll allow those patches of life to dominate me, 
allow them to be the first to know satisfaction 
because that mouth, that nose, 

your body cannot claim to be anything. 

You do not exist 

unless | give up my own insignificance 

and pretend that | am more than 


two gorgeous bites of something other than death. 


MARY MELFI 


2. You Can‘t Crawl, Kid 


\‘m crawling towards the vanishing point 
and you can’t crawl, kid because 

you know no shame. You know nothing. 
I‘ve forgotten to wash your face and mine. 


I‘ve forgotten to replace 

the head on top of your doll. 

if | were to place your head on top of it 
I'd be hanged. 

Voila mate with my vanishing point! 


There’s nothing doll-like about you. 
You inave to be old to be doll-like. 


I'm doll-like. 
Hurt you? Beware: you're perfect 
in my eyes, — the color of nests. 


Eh kid you wanna be my mother? 


3. Hold the Baby, Mother 


Mother? There’s nothing vacuum-like about her. 


She's an actress. She’s tall; 

her wisdom proper as the north star 

but the vanishing points are after her! 

Her running, poor woman, is undistinguished. 
What a target! Easier than a racing car. 
wish, — but | can’t hide her 

because she’s more visible than | am. 

She’ll make a better doll on death's lap. 


Hold the baby, mother, 

and I‘ll hold you by the waist. 
Let the vanishing points play 

tug of war with the three of us. 
Your chances are better that way. 


MARY MELFI 


Y t 
4. Turn Her Into a Door MARY MELF 


No. That won’‘t do. 
This babe is mine. 
Woman get away from me, you hear. 
Take her. 
Turn her into a door. 
Hurry, death. 
| can’t contain two beings 
but she‘ll contain three in no time 
and that’s unfair. 


Die witch. 
This lady is mine to hold. 


5. A Population With No One To Attend To Them 


There, behind that door, 

there on the floor, naked, 

playing with monkeys’ skulls, with feces, 

a population with no one to attend to them, 
neonates, without language. Sweet papoose. 


Close the door upon that cherub-like meat. 
Indifference will never constitute anybody’s hell. 
Look, the waifs are being turned into blades of grass. 
Close that door, | said. 

Look, the vanishing points gain another blade, 
another and a sextuplet, half-alive. 


6. I‘ll Repeat My Kisses 


Baby, don't cry. 

You own my own greed. 

You'll live forever. 

I'll repeat my kisses. 

You’re more important 

than St. Peter’s gates of heaven. 
Don’t cry. 
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In no time J‘Il buy you a tricycle. 

Your smallness will have vanished from the face of the earth! 
You'll speed across that extravagant hole, there, behind that door, 
without seeing a thing. | swear it! 

Your smile is bound to hide all visions of hell. 


7. Vil Know How To Vanish 


You'll help me? You'll lock the door for me? 

You must, daughter. | forbid you to be careless. 

Once wise, content to be like grandmamma: 

with a mouth that cannot be made to open and close 
like the door of a barn I'll Know how to vanish for you. 


SHADOW EXORCISM 


i first knew her by her cane & black hat 
old she was, creaky & full of slow sighs 
pious & european, omi old old 

indream she stuck to me 

grey she was 

felt grey 

dust grey 

slow grey 

dry grey 

with black veils 

& she was in me 

in every creaky elbow move & falter 

in every stingy look 

in every fearful half-step 

holding me back 

but never showing her face 

i thought she was me 


one day 

a friend saw her 

and bade her remove herself 
today 

i banished her to a corner 
outside of me 


she left in clouds of grey 
in feathers of felt flutter 
in huffs of heavy sighs 
in specks of dirty dust 

i bade her leave me 


there is so much more room in me now 


CLAUDIA LAPP 
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FANTASY WRITTEN WITH BACH 


Will we ever be together in a roomful 

of cascading music and you sight me sharply 
and take my hand in your mind 

and we go out into the night woods 
solemnly then with deep in-breathing of 
night mouthfuls of night and there is 

a brook slipping over dense stones 

and i no longer know where night ends 

and we begin 


LOVE AMULET 


black stone 

my black love stone 
your love 

like this stone 
black 

and dense 

ican only guess 
black stone 

my black love stone 
your love 

like this stone 


CLAUDIA LAPP 


: : : CLAUDIA LAPP 
well now, i’ve we've been so far in this land, 


i‘ve passed thru cobalt blue saloon doors, 

come down the toeholdless surface of the 
International Trade Centre, tried to stop 

barbaric horse races in Arabia, watched obscene 
wagons, 7 of them, carrying gray A bomb material 
thru the streets, heeded a bright sign that said 
HARMONIUM, spoken to my dead grandfather, seen 
words and glyphs i didn’t comprehend, held a salmon 
in my lap, done watercolors with a greek girl, 

lain with a young man, embraced another in winter, 
gone up a red elevator to the top floor where my 
lover was, waiting with a glass dome and silken 
blankets... and it wasnt only a dream! 
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ignis fatuus 
or will o’ th’ wisp 


as flame you flared just a little ahead 
of me 
| followed you took to the air 


as a kite | strained after you 
wanting to soar 
you laughed into ‘plane 
| fell diminished to a shudder 


the next time you perched in a tree 
[climbed | was agile 
(it takes 
more to catch birdsong) 
as a cat 

| tried to outwit you 

a quick switch 
to truck you turned 

you ran over me 


now heavy | swing on my crutches 
you run ever so lightly upstairs 


| make tracks in my wheelchair 


you flame just a little ahead 
flirting your dancing skirts 


| am fastened by ribbons 


a tin flute needing a lip 


PADDY WEBB 


A PLEA 


there are flies in the wine 

and the sediment floats to the top 
when lees will not stay dregs 

how can | drink? 


| wear a clean apron 

and comb my hair back straight 

| am floured to the elbow’s brown 
there’s a smell of fresh milk 
sometimes | make butter 


my eyes are grey and clear 


| cannot drink this clouded brew 
stand the scent of wallflowers 
bear the bee’s heaviness 


you must know | sleep 
like a baby untroubled 
by the language of dreams 


my fingers — nimble at household 
tasks — have never learned 
to hold a pen 

so Cannot scrawl 
graffiti on your walls 
or shake the sunshine 
out of your tree 


stop bringing me presents 
there is nothing to celebrate 
| did not write this 


PADDY WEBB 
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OF TWO 


It dulls like a blade 
like anything 
used. 


The occasion for 
renovation 

for the purpose of 
reuse. 


Sharpening: 
metal kissed 
with stone 

and rubbed. 


The preservation 
of relation 


ships that bash in the night. 


And Sharpening: 
metal to stone 
to refind 

the point 

thins. 


WENDY WACHTEL 


NEEDLEPOINT 


Soldiers entered 

your grandmother's house, 
not knocking, shouting only 
in jackboot code. 


In the parlour they 

never touched your grandmother, 
fingering only the 

bone china, abducting merely 
silverware 

small enough to pocket. 


Too ordered, this sitting room. 

Too refined with linen. 

Too white for these military guests, 
your grandmother’s parlour, 

quiet as lace, 

subtle as embroidery, 

delicate as needlepoint. 


Soldiers not yet satisfied, 

armed privilege not declared, 

they scanned the walls for other victims. 
Phantom traitors were there, all there, 
silent in her parlour. 


One soldier fired orders, 

pistols, knives rose in the air, 

aimed, fired and massacred, 

slew your grandmother's lacework curtains, 
tore the draperies from their hangings, 
ravaged tablecloths, stripped needlepoint 
from walls, 

shot down clouds of handwork, 
needlework, shuttled, loomed, crocheted 
frail bodies of silk and damask 

falling dead on the parlour floor. 


JANET KASK 
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Soldiers not yet satisfied, 

armed privilege not declared, 

they covered the bodies with last rites, 

squatted in jackboots on the grave, 

left their shit on your grandmother’s needlework, 
shouting their right to occupy. 


Tapestries conquer the eye. 

Lacework invades the territory of dreams. 
Quilts cover the bones in soft settlements 
of sleep. 


Curtains drawn, undrawn on the resting, waking mind. 


Silence of needles, comfort of needles 
feel of needles in the fingers. 

Precise as bayonets, 

artful as arrows, 

convoying in floral designs, 

peaceful manoeuvres of patterns. 
Rescuing unravelling mind, 

repairing the fray of endless night, 
stitching together pieces of madness. 
Feel of needles, comfort of needles. 
Threads of flax, skein of ages, 

spun, woven, knitted, perled, 

hooked and tied, worked and smoothed, 
a thousand hands, a thousand years. 
Oh soldiers, 

how could you know 

the power of needles, 

too small 

too fine to pierce the heart. 


JANET KASK 


GIFT OF PROMETHEUS 
by 
Keitha K. MacIntosh 


| wish Professor Aaron would tell me what I’m doing here, thought Mavis Hyde. Although 
| cannot answer any of his questions, | could tell him some strange things. 


It is reported that in Canada last year (1968) ninety-nine citizens were murdered. 
This report is incorrect. | am the one hundredth victim. Although it is a fact that within 
the skin that wraps my flesh and nerves, bones and blood, the so-called life processes con- 
tinue to function, inside my skull, beneath the protective layers of meninges, deep in the 
cerebrum, a fire burns, destroying that mass of multipolar nerve cells, that three-pound 
electronic computer, my brain, reducing it to ashes. And the ashes of the mind are colder 
than the loneliest shroud. 


| do not know, but perhaps invisible wires are fastened to my skull or electrodes are 
carrying current deep into the brain‘’s ventricles where the cerebral fluid, an excellent 
conductor, causes my electrocution. Perhaps this explains why, even though my brain 
blazes where the electric probes make their thrusts, | feel burnt out. It is a fact that 
whatever kindled me before, in all my previous existences, the click-click-click of sensory 
impulses and motor responses passing sensibly along properly oriented neurons, assessing 
analyzing problems and finding reasonable solutions, is gone. 


Sometimes it seems that Something, Someone, has moved into my mind and taken 
possession. Chaos has been created where comparative order once reigned and the rage 
of this Non-Person — | think it’s a Voice — cannot be sated. It has burned and pillaged 
and anything of worth has fallen prey to its lust and been hurled onto the pyre. There 
are left only the barren Arctic wastes, the permafrost beneath the arachnoid tundra, 
frozen and lifeless, stretching to the horizon going nowhere. The wasteland is illuminated 
by the relentless midnight sun, the harsh glare of its fire exposing every defect, the gan- 
grenous rot of my soul, and fear is the white, frozen ash that can grow no living thing. 


! am afraid now even to think. Only the surface, mechanical things can be thought 
of. Shopping in the supermarket. Should | buy the brand with the dish towel or the 
package that is at least three-quarters full? Should | buy the bright, pink ham and cook it 
to succulent goodness or eat the pale, thin sausages and preserve my budget’s precarious 
balance? Should | join the book club and accept the outrageous introductory offer? 
Should | accept the free first copy of the encyclopedia? All these are burning questions. 


Should | write to a friend with honesty, Dear Friend, my mind is at present ablaze 
and | cannot get hold of the proper fire extinguisher. There seems to be nothing | can 
do. | have become powerless in the grip of an inhuman Presence who has taken control 
of me. It will not let me go, nor can | escape from it. 


| do not know the cause of my malady but its source may lie deep in the wounds 
of the world. And the world is indeed in a bad state. Marcelino Camachi, a fifty-year- 
old Spaniard, has been condemned to twenty years in prison for meeting with ten friends 
in a church, they say. In Bangladesh the annual per capita income is sixty-three dollars, 
twenty-four on the black market, and Professor Solomen Silk tells us what we need is 
a good war. 
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“I haven't been to any. Of course, she hasn‘t asked me.” 


“‘Dave goes every time. Poor bastard! She eats him alive.’ 


‘ 


“You can get a house for...’ 


“I’m going to get so mad. I’m going to hoist this table and chair. It’s normal! 
It’s only normal!” 


‘“After the enemies with guns have been wiped out, there will still be the enemies 
without guns.’” 


“That’s right. Read your little red book some more.” 


“Nelson! That racist! He drives me up a wall! He bleeds into his beer and master- 
minds next day’s attack.”’ 


“His aim is good. Last night he got me right in the ass. God! What’s wrong with 
him?” 


“A black chick rejected him.” 
“Good for her.” 


Professor Aaron, | do not find you here and since my need is immediate and urgent, 
| will seek you elsewhere. 


!t is quiet in the faculty lounge, muted conversation behind glasses or the latest 
issues of periodicals, But sometimes, since the computer party, there is a louder voice, 
like the muffled sound of distant gunfire. 


“Minority rule ....don‘t forget these things. Who is responsible? Your grandfather 
was shot for something. | don’t want my kids to go through what my father went 
through. ! don’t want them to go through what | went through. Low man on the totem 
.... Stop being so bloody well indifferent. . .” 


“4 concur with you.” 


“Regardless of whether he’s Jew, Black or what the hell . . . What gives people the 
right to treat people like this, people who don’t look like them. You don't want to take 
any responsibility. What can you say? Whatcan you do? This is my answer. You can‘t 
turn your back. Anything that’s hard to do, don’t look for someone else. A lot of people 
will get pushed around, If you get a bunch of selfish, egocentric people .... We can start 
another war...” 


“Kids are fed up with indifference. There’s no guarantee of anything for them. 
There is no future in this country. In any country. If people think we‘re having trouble 
now, wait a few years. There are more people here than there are companies to take 
them. You can’t get a visa. Who the hell’s going to fold their arms and wait and wait 
for nothing?” 


‘We should have started in 1945 and 1948 to face the problem.” 


“Many don‘t know what the problem is. What is a guy of twenty-five going to do? 
Be a bum on the streets with nothing in his pockets?”’ 


The periodicals bring to their readers various facts about this university. Eugene 
Genovese describes the administration here as the freest and most flexible and tolerant 
he knows of. The Internationalists among the students are self-styled Maoists who de- 
nounce Castro, Marcuse, Sartre and Guevara as bourgeois liberal reactionaires. When 
the fire was set, ninety-six students might have perished except for the intervention 
of the police. One professor lost the fruits of five years’ labor. The wastes have been 
greater since the sterilizing fires. 


Perhaps he is unable to help me, thought Mavis Hyde. Perhaps | must flee these 
walls and search for solutions in the heart of the city. 


This is the city of churches, founaed by de Maisonneuve in 1642. Everyone knows 
that now. It appeared on the back of Mayor Drapeau’s voluntary tax receipts. A city 
of enlightened priests and nuns who live in apartment buildings; of separatists bombs 
flung by ardent youths and ardent Catholics who take the pill. City of Dorchester 
Street with Henry Moore’s Reclining Woman closing the generation gap and Murray's, 
where respectable matrons eat and young secretaries go on pay day, and Reitman’s, 
with purple lingerie in the window. And the Bascilica, Mary Queen of the World, her 
sculptured apostles offering their unsought blessing to all who pass. 


Within the church, the vastness of the domed ceiling, the richness of the stained- 
glass windows and the flickering of the candles mingle until they are transmuted into 
a Presence. With the Presence everywhere, one can believe for a while and for a while 
one does not have to make oneself strong. When the candle is lit, the flame leaps up 
like a soul reprieved from hell. 1! kneel here, not to pray, for | cannot remember the 
words to say, but to let whatever will come into my mind, and when | close my eyes, 
I can still see the bright flame burning. 


God, though there be no God, God help me. | have heard the key turn in the door. 
Each in his prison thinks of the key. O Lord, Thous pluckest me out. Thou pluckest 
me out, burning. 
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THE GLITTERING PIT 


Sunk within our glittering pit 

we sit subsided in darkness 
observing through our watchful eyes 
bearing no commitment 


The monumenta! pillar 
& its mirror 
return a false reflection 
of ourselves 


it is impossible to clarify our image 
that glittering hairpiece 
that metal tooth 


those fingers plumped with rings 


the gleaming bulk of belly dancer 
heaving in the glass 


and O those teasing tits 


it makes for a difficult definition 
of yourself 


you peer into the cryptic center 
and still the brilliant stones 


throb 
between your eyes 


hitting out 
your vision 
subside now to your pit 
strip bare of jewel 
& ornament 


naked throw 
your pure profile 
on the glass 


approach the glistening mirror 


& smash the gaudy remnants of your flesh. 


PATRICIA EWING 


PATRICIA EWING 
THE BEAUTIFUL BUTCHER 


god a beautiful butcher carving out his meaty 
universe hacking the bright chunks of beef into 
continents & kingdoms hammering & pounding the 
muscle with the edge of a steel blade parcelling 
out his portions slicing territorial rights 
god’s mouth splits wide in asmile his teeth flash 
out white lambs the burnt amber of his flesh contrasts 
to the brilliant meat a beautiful moor he stands 
huge in his butcher shop his hands gigantic grips 
thrusting into the fibers enormous thighs hang from 
ceilings legs an eternity long buttocks & bellies 
& breasts lie prostrate on the slab — standing in an 
inch of sawdust the slab a winking mirror god peers 
upon the surface & contemplates his image. 


HE WOULD HAVE DIED ANYWAY 


arms overloaded 
(cockles and shells) 


roses falling 
(raindrops and bells) 


torso of alabaster 
(a marble limb) 


black top hat 
(a magician’s grin) 
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A LOVE POEM 


Our splendorous love, 
a silver bubble, 


gleaming as the dawn’s first sun 
reflections of our hopes and dreams; 


translucent as illusions 
shared in moments misty and carefree; 


fragile as our selves 
we bared 
in innocence and honesty; 


as lingering whispers soft, 
upborne; 


has suddenly exploded. ... 


The annihilation 
of my senses 


and devastation 
of my mind 


are total, and 
fallout 
continues 

to contaminate 
all 

who are 


close. 


JOANNE GIBSON WIGGINS 


PIECE WORK 


The knot of women, 
heat-shrivelled, 

hunch over their machines 
— piece work puppets 
Manipulating bits 

of fabric, the whir 

and hum of technology 
stinging the air 

like a giant wasp. 


Steam iron in hand, 

the girl from Barbados, 
soaked in sweat, 
dreams of the sea. 

The hissing iron distorts 
her crested vision 

with a vaporous 

river of sound. 


Dialects in Greek, 
Portuguese and Italian 
are savory fruits 

in the sweltering 
factory heat. 
Conversation rises 
like yeast 

in the industrious 
oven of humanity. 


Pockets, collars, sleeves, 
in rainbow streams, 
flow from each 
punctuating needle. 
Buffeting 

buttonhole machines 
bite sharply 

into polyester tissue. 
Precision speaks 

with geologic force. 


MONA 


ELAINE ADILMAN 
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The factory is canopied with 
plastic-swathed garments, 
candy-cane copies 

of haute-couture originals. 
Operators, cutters, 
pressers, shippers 

scurry across 

the room, hunch-backed, 
ducking under 4 foot high 
metal pipes 

supporting parades 

of dresses and slack suits, 
labelled, tagged, 
inspected, 

ready to be shipped. 


In the show room, 
air-conditioners 
articulate 

a comforting chill. 
Buyers 

finger the goods, 
and eye the models. 
The designer 

is all smiles. 

The boss has 
order forms 

at the ready. 

The season looks 
promising. 


In the factory, 

the odor of sweat 
mingles with the smell 
of steaming garments 
and dry-cleaning fluid, 
but the women 

are lucky to be working, 
and live in fear 

of seasonal 

lay-offs. 


MONA ELAINE ADILMAN 


The needle trade 
marches on, 
populated by 
its human machines. 
Immigrant women, 
shapeless 
in sleeveless smocks, 
are mechanical tools, 
over-exposed film 
hemming, pressing, basting, 


threading, cutting, stitching. 


The fashion tread-mill 
goes round and round 
on the laws of 

supply and demand. 


Production 

is an adrenalin flow, 

a cover-up for 

yesterday‘s copout, 
today’s emptiness, 

the lost look of tomorrow. 


Piece work is the 
name of the game. 


Pieces of soul. 
Pieces of bone. 
Pieces of sinew. 
Pieces of gut. 
Pieces of pride. 
Pieces of pain. 
Pieces of flesh. 
Pieces of people. 


Pieces of profit... 


PIECE WORK. 


MONA ELAINE ADILMAN 
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WINTER LANDSCAPE 


Snow cresting 
the furrowed bark 
of dormant trees 


Rabbit tracks dimple 
the frozen meadows 
pitted with ice 


Squirrels broadcast 
their transistorized 
chatter 


The solitary woodpecker 
taps his wooden message 
on a disinherited elm 


A hawk steers 
his lazy course 
fierce eyes reconnoitering 


The air is shaped 
with a fullness 
and the odor of life 


| remember the landscape 
of your eyes 
cool as fiords 


The passionate giving 
earth’s hot juices coursing 
under the soil 


Then the withdrawal 
molten metal stamped 
into an iron embrace 


MONA ELAINE ADILMAN 


THE MAVERICK 


Cities of stars 
burst in his brain 


Ideas arched like rainbows 
over the glistening span 
of his imagination 


He poured out his love 
for people, and the hungry 
were appeased 


He poured out his love 
for earth, and his awkward 
hands foliated parched soil 


He polished the fruits 
of his humanity 

like savory apples 

and gave them all away 


He feathered nests 

for birds, and spoke 

a language only beasts 
and children understood 


His lava-flow of wonder 
ignited the world 
into incandescent poetry 


Society pronounced him dangerous 


His simple mind 
was documented 
in learned medical texts 


The doctors gave him drugs 
that drove his free thoughts 
— like wild horses — 

over a cliff 


The eyes of his dreaming 
glazed and died 
at the bottom of the abyss 


MONA ELAINE ADILMAN 
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His huddled heap of bones 
seemed to stand upright 
— still did not conform 


But his magic words turned 
to dust in the archives 

of medical science 

and the case was closed 


HE STOOD, a segregated calf, DOD BODILEY 
Caged upright 

By iron bars. 

A sad and solitary note 

Penned in a black-ruled stave; 

More poignant than a long lament, 

More desolate than a dirge. 


| am drawn to you 

as an open field. asky of 
pale light holds you 

holds the white spaces 

of your arms as you sit 
beneath a once flowering tree 
gathering light like blossoms 


I 
the words come and then are gone 
wonder turned terror. all wrong 
the sky is early, the sun lost 
in folds of skin 
too late to sleep 
and too early to begin 


Wl 
winter walks a woman 
bored in her terror 
words fail her, the song fails her 
the trees indistinguishable from the wind 
and the wind grown brittle and brown 
from too much thought 


IV 
do you remember 
when it was enough 
to write poetry and speak 
in images of light 
watching the world as if on television 
adjusting the antenna to black 
when the images did not fall just right 
our vision contained 
in measured diameters of sight 


Vv 
the seasons change 
the earth remains 
a small planet in a large universe 
her hands arrange the flowers 
as if they were small 
precious children 
the terror does not stop 
the edge and no more 
flight or a straight drop 
falling into space 
that hands cannot hold 


Vi 
| am drawn to you. your eyes, your hands, 
folded like small birds. your breath 


unconfused, the rhythmn of wind contained. 


RENA OKADA 


INVITATION TO THE WALTZ 


Waltz with me, soldier. 
Generalissimo, King of Hearts, 
show me this dance, 

with all its paramilitary turns, 
civilized as lilies. 


Waltz with me, comrade, 

your body aimed straight at mine. 
These logistics, ancient as war, 
plotted in Eden and 


mapped in the centres of spring bloom. 


Waltz with me, friend. 

No action on this battlefield, 

only post-war poppies 

locked in dream tangoes with wind. 
Waltz with me. 


Dance with me. 

Let my hand admire 

the bones in your fingers. 

Nothing to lose here but moments, 
falling away in three-quarter time. 


Waltz with me. 

Love and war, adjoining territories 
separated only by 

the finest of barbed wire. 

Waltz with me. 


JANET KASK 
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SEPTEMBER (is the Cruetlest Month) JANET KASK 


You come on an elegant dude, 

all soft voice & velvet walk. 

You come on all tease & promise, 

voice falling in plums, falling in wet ground echoes, 
your plumdropping voice going thud on the green 
orchard floor of the belly. 


You come on like high class porn, Mister, 
all smooth ass & satin fingers, 

your wet ground smell hinting of rot 
delerium hits up 

nostril walls. 


You come on too elegant, man. 

Your windfalling sounds come down & down, 
sounds of onetime leafgreen whispers 
making us think we‘re somewhere else, 
coming down slow in twotime promises, 
dry bodies of windblown leaves 

scratching along the empty pavement of my 
belly in the night, 

always in promises, 

always promises of 

no promises. 


MARIE-DENYSE COLLIN 


OMBRES* 


Il y a des jours ot le paradis soupire et ou l’enfer pleure. Leurs gémissements langoureux 
se fondent dans une extase musicale. 


Une note mélancolique traverse |’espace opalin, s‘échappe de la silhouette mince d‘un 
homme. Elle oscille au-dessus de ses longs cheveux noirs, enveloppe son créateur, !’éclat 
d‘un instant, erre comme une mousse diaphane puis se disperse dans un crépuscule pour- 
pre d‘été. Des litanies cosmiques envahissent I ‘air. 


L‘homme est assis, solitaire, adossé a |’écorce d’un grand arbre sans nom, sous le feuillage 
rougeatre. Au loin, un soleil couchant auréole son corps d’ombre et de lumiere. Les 
paupieéres closes, il joue sur sa fldte des blues graves et plaintifs. 


Porté par le vent nordique, un étre éthéré s‘approche. Son ame meurtrie, agonisante, 
entend. Elle s’attarde, écoute, s‘apaise. Des filets de sensibilité enfouis rejaillissent des 
abimes. La femme tremble, s‘agenouille prés du musicien. D’‘un geste lent, elle pose la 
téte sur ses genoux. Fréle, légére, elle touche a peine la chaleur de sa peau. Le bout de 
ses doigts l’effleure, le caresse, le rafraichit. Elle leve une main vers son visage, découvre 
ravie, la perfection du reflet d‘or de son regard. 


L‘ouverture est terminée. Les notes bleues s‘évanouissent. La rosée de la nuit se faufile 
pour épier. L‘homme se penche, l’enlace. Il est doux, embrasse ses yeux, ses leves. Un 


coeur complaisant se méle aux larmes desséchées. 


Exquise, l’‘obscurité tombe, portant avec elle son tendre silence. Il n‘y ani bruits, ni 
peines, ni frayeurs. Criquets, rossignols et hiboux dorment paisiblement. 


La lune cristalline ne parait pas. 
L‘esprit agite d’étranges mirages dans le songe d‘un réveur. 


La mythologie a caché cette vision de Krishna fatigué par le voyage des ans, interrompue 
par Frigga implorante, parcourant les landes interdites des terriens. 


Les phantasmes du réve ont révélé que ces deux spectres se sont rencontrés et qu‘a cause 
de cela une 4me vécut. Aucun mot ne fut prononcé quand ils se quittérent vers des poles 
opposés pendant que de |’aurore perlée, la brume se dissipait. 


Le réveur vit ce vendredi triste, larmoyant puis dans le ciel matinal de notre hémisphere 


l‘arbre sans nom frémir, bouger et sourire, devenant la déesse d'Amour et de Beauté que 
les humains appellent ‘‘Freya’’. 


*Ombres: écrit et traduit du texte Shadows par |‘auteur. 
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BEAUTE DE L‘UNIVERS* 


La femme resplendissait dans la plénitude de sa grossesse, belle, radieuse d’un éclat de 
vie: une ame dans une ame. 


Je frémis, en émoi, comme des doigts déticats voulant palper la chaleur de sa peau, pour 
toucher le doux mouvement de son enfant. Je désirais entendre de prés les bruits mi- 
nuscules et les palpitations rapides dans leur croissance. Mes sentiments de vénérations 
s‘inclinaient devant cette dame portant a |‘intérieur d’elle-méme un autre étre vivant et 
mon ame s‘attendrissait en priére, 
“Gloire a toi, Mére, espérance de I’humanité 
Gloire a toi, beauté de I‘univers.”’ 


La votte céleste appellera ses constellations et la lumiére concentrée éveillera un étre 
humain. Le silence de la terre sera anéanti par un cri Joyeux pour célébrer sa renaissance. 
Tout ce qui existe sera regénéré par Je souffle et I‘allégresse d’un nouveau-né. 


Le monde se languit d‘étre, une fois de plus, percu par |‘oeil innocent d‘un chérubin. lla 
besoin d‘étre purifié, rafraichi et embelli par les couleurs fragiles de l’enfance. II pleure, 
verse des larmes, aspire a retrouver la divinité dans un coeur juvénile. Le soleil, la lune, 
l‘arc-en-ciel attendent avec le ciel, les nuages et les étoiles, le refuge et la sécurité dans 
l‘émerveillement perpétuel de la jeunesse, se voyant ainsi rajeunis, innovés, renouvelés. 


Pour naitre, future maitre de l’espace, tu as survécu au long voyage de I’humanité, af- 
frontant Je meilleur et le pire de I‘hérédité. Un étre puissant qui sourit et suce son pouce 
bien avant sa naissance. Tu crois, fier de ta noblesse, fortifié par la vie, ne craignant pas 
les conflits externes. Puisse un courant d’amour infiné bercer ton 4me qui s‘épanouit. 


Notre monde sera ton monde. II n‘atteint pas la perfection mais il est encore capable de 
captiver et d’enchanter un enfant voulu. 


J‘écris pour te dire que des millions de gens bienfaisants luttent pour batir une meilleure 
société. Quelques-uns vont réussir, d’‘autres ne pourront y parvenir, le combat ne cessera 
jamais. 

Le nom qu’‘on a choisi pour toi m‘est inconnu, noble, petit enfant, mais j‘entends ton rire 
a travers le vent. Je sais, moi, les joies et les bonheurs que tu donneras aux humains qui 
savent voir. 

Puissent les saisons embrasser la douceur de ton visage dans |’éternelles vagues d’amour. 
Que la gaiété et la sollicitude caressent ton coeur amoureusement chaque jour de ta vie. 


Je te souhaite une existence remplie de bonté et le don ultime de santé et de paix. 


Entends mon humble priére, recois les voeux de bienvenue d’un de tes semblables, vois 
mon ame a genoux, elle t’accueille, cher petit bébé, lueur d’espoir de notre univers. 


*Beauté de I‘Univers: traduit par l‘auteur du text anglais Beauty of the Universe 


Pe AEE NL ee Ea: eee 














TO ARTIE CHARLENE DYER 


By the shore on a cold winter day 

others fished while an indolent lad 

in the shimmering water did wash himself 

secretly, strength growing by this alchemy. 

He tore out the threatening trees by their roots 
then curled up again on a soft made bed by the fire. 


When malevolent spirits came 

and flattened the land once again he befriended the tribe. 
He woke: and by eating and bathing and calling the loon 
to ascend with a message for grandfather sky 

he was able to restore the incline of the hills 

and the peaks of the mountains. 


TANNING 


Hot wind on bare flesh 
sun-weathered skin 
loving rough ground 


ants eye view 
of yellow scorched grass 


sudden summer cloud 
chill death 
not that far 

away 
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THE WINE FESTIVAL 


when the past speaks 
we hear only 

echoes 

among our todays 
Our ears are tuned 

to a modern pitch 
we hear no clear tone 
between the centennial songs 
grapes 

are no longer pressed 
— barefoot — 

even on feast days 


THE QUILT 


My grandmother taught me how 
to form the Texas Star from scraps 


When the cover is complete 
tll buy a solid piece for the underside 
no single childish stitch will show 


She thought | shouldn’t read 
so much 

sewing made more sense 
she said 

| looked up from a book after 
she was dead 


and saw her standing there 


Maybe she came back because | killed her 
like Aunt Inez said | did 


| never finished my quilt 
the raw seams lie 
still exposed 


CHARLENE DYER 








the old nose sniff bones 

finds his old bones 

in spring 

and sudden surprise 

hear! the yelp in his back yard 


it was hardly known 
that one animal’s bones 
could give another such joy 


so she too 

finds old bones 

and eats them 

old dies and is re-born 


new like clues 

to solve a mystery 
and yet 

the clues 

were always there 


DREAM 


The air is filled with songs 
like snow 

on little hills 

melting to 

small streams 

folding into one another 
like the branching of trees 
the arms of dancers 

our lives 

in North America 

breath unto one another 
cross referencing 

in an endless 

balancing of knowledge 


CAROL H. LECKNER 


41 


42 


EVEN THE AIR 


Even the air was operatic 

in the before-loves, 

the senses tightened strings 
of dazzling guitars, 

and words, shaken to foam, 
brimmed from the lip, 

high wonder burned behind 
a gaze theatrical and rash, 
and even the breath 

was fragile, thin as glass. 


Warily | came to you 

aerial creature descending 

into the limbs | had not known 
leaf and flower unfolding 
sun-drugged and dropping 

to flood of river rushing 

white water over and over 
returning within the body 

of the miraculous tree. 


Hear now how moderate 

is the speech of air 

and how | play this low 

essential music 

from my sun-drowned hair 

stone white words 

drop into pools transparent, green, 
and even the modesty of silence, 
after this deep fleshful love, 

is seen. 


FRANCES DAVIS 


TO A CHILD, WAKING 


Dream-rich at dawn 

you dance the animals of dark 
deliciously across the lawn 
to hover at the hedge of day, 
and all the spirallings of steep 
slip back behind your eyes. 
Then how you drum the sun 
to slice the petalled sky, 

the birds to scatter silence 

in a flower of sound, 

the dew to spangle prisms 

on the webs of prey. 


Wearing your waking in a cloak 

of opalescent flame, 

you sheathe the daggers 

of my life in light 

from that great well of rich delight 
from which your waking came. 


STONES 


Writers of poems both 

we skip knowing glances across 

the open waters between us, 

stones never reaching the other side. 


Wing-dip insinuations glide, 

poise restlessly on crests of speech 
then busily arise; 

whole flocks of gesture 

far too high to read 

fly inland, out of reach. 


Drowned flints gleaming beneath us, 
we are left paddling in the cold 

and terrifying waters, 

warily circling and faltering 

lest eye and beak of ether 

pluck from us 

the poet’s comforting disguise. 


FRANCES DAVIS 
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WOMAN TO WOMAN: (With Respect to Virginia Woolf) 


lil give you a space. 

A space that is a room 

where your curved lip of pleasure 

will not necessarily show. 

Where you can lock the windows and the doors. 


A room to lock out what isn’t yours. 


I'l! give you a room. 
A room 
that’s only yours... 


a room that is a place. 

A place that is a piece of your life. 
That sits upon your heart, 

sits, 

a new born sandpiper. 


I'll give you this place, 
this space, 
this place that barred entry to a thousand intrusions. 


Where a man can’t enter you. 
You inhale deeply the scent 
of your own womanness. To please yourself. 


This circle (glowing) 

carved out of time 

and space 

in which you are final; complete. 
In this circle 

you never say 


“a we 


no” or “yes” 
unless 


in your amber-yellow-circle — in your own light, 
the mountains, deep-green-black-steel 

have slid beneath you 

and you are sure, 

that the space inside and out, 

the two pieces of existence 

have matured. 


RUTH CHAD 


ELEGY FOR SHALOM 


Shalom had a holy funeral — 
a national, holy pit in the earth 
for his very young body. 


Black veils over olive eyes. 
Israel cried. 
The old wall wailed. 


“Too much in the heart of one boy, 
so it burst’... 

This is what the elders said, 

the wise elders 

dressed in long beard 

and wide black frock ... 


The others — mothers, friends, soldiers, said 
“He died for us — Israel.” 


Yisgadal Yiskadash shemay rabah 


Rich sun 

over fruit trees; 

colours and life 

busting through sorrow. 


RUTH CHAD 
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GERTRUDE KATZ 


HOW SHALL | RESOLVE MY FEMALE IMAGE? 


Shall | be a whore 

for bargain in the market place 

— perform the ancient craft 
sympathetic with divine inspiration 
— pity myself 

for a victim’s martyrdom 

choking with passion. 


Or shall | be a mirror for romance 
— turn the other cheek. 

Moonly ethereal, remote and green, 
floating on sublimated gifts, 
narcissistic with praise 

and conquered handsome cadavers 
— love myself dearly. 


Or shall | be wordly good, 

saintly risen on a pedestal of guilts 

with halo spinning hysterical purity — 
leaving shadows secretly harbouring rape 
inviting the sadist 

to smash the untouchable heavenly lights 
and turn white to gray. 


Or, shall | be woman, 
constant to the primitive 
— raw-scented with need, 
stripped of conquest and conceit 
— disrobed of fantasy 
and pursue a lover's grace 
that attends orgasm 
— faithful to future generations. 


AFTER THE WHOLE BLOODY BIRD 


for Irving Layton 


At first | thought it was a game 

of broken telephone 

when | heard the rumour Irving was dying — 
may the person who started this 

find his stock shares printed with invisible ink 
and may the cavity in his head 

expand to either side of his ears. 


Irving doesn't die. 

He might fade into the ground, 
but, with sword erect — 

he differs from fallen generals 
in this respect. 


Might fade? no—no... 

He‘ll explode! Fragments of himself 

will settle in the petal of a navel 

— the well of a dimple 

and a penis-head grinning from ball to ball. 
Academicians will spend years 

hunting down fragments. 


Irving isn’t dying, 
no whispers here. 


Independent he'll leap — 

dive into the warm earthy hole 
while angels swing ‘‘Old Paul’’ 
from their scrolls 

and take bleeding Jesus 

down from his pinioned post. 

A holy chorus of saints will can-can 
across the milky semen way 

while a woman in long faded dress, 
strings of beads, gypsy-like, 

bare feet, 

gray and very beautiful, 

will lay a dandelion at his feet. 


GERTRUDE KATZ 
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TOMORROW and TOMORROW and .. . GERTRUDE 


1 looked over my half-saucer horizon — 
a dolphin, like a well-practised jester 
leaped for some undetermined joy 
[ran 
ocean spray blinded me to trip 


the moon hid 

when you read my body with your hands 
you catalogued a half-pause 

an exclamation point 

discarded question marks into the sea 


| remember a chorus of mermaids 
precariously poised on rocks 
numbering minutes to the ocean’s rhythm 


wishing they were me 


| remember the sky 

pregnant with clouds — 
God thundered his approval 
offered fertile gifts to the land 


and all the desert seeds burst to bloom — 
mountains tipped their ice-caps, 

till gently, the tide’s relentless fingers 
pulled in the night. 


And t returned to my half-saucer horizon — 
watched the edge of the saucer 
for the dolphin 


the sea is calm with determined joy 


KATZ 


NIN & POETRY: a short statement 
by: Stephen Morrissey 


Altho Anais Nin never wrote any traditional poetry, all of her creative work is involved 
with the poetic process. This process, for Nin, involves the juxtaposition of symbols 
from the conscious & unconscious mind revealing a new perception of reality. It calls 
for the creation of a new reality thru art: “transforming, transcending, translucent, 
transfiguring, transmitting .. . it is from the artists that | learned to transmute.” 


This transmutation isnt merely a part of her artistic production, but is essential thruout 
her life, in relationship, career, travel, etc. To transmute is to create: “By creation 
(Nin) means the liberation of anxiety so that achievements and desire become equivalent, 
so that nothing separates the two.” (Evelyn J. Hinz, The Mirror and the Garden). Poetry, 
then, is the ability to transmutate. “‘Writing’’, Nin tells us, ‘should develop our senses, 
not atrophy them.” It shld make us more aware of reality, more aware of ourselves in 
the world as thinking & feeling human beings in relationship with other people. There- 
fore, “The artist lives more in harmony with his own character and is closer to freedom 
and individuality, and therefore integrity.” 


Nin’s aim in literature has always been to “integrate poetry and prose.” ‘‘Prose is literal. 
Poetry is dimensional. Why should we want to penetrate this realm of the dream? Be- 
cause it contains the key to a knowledge of ourselves.” This, | believe, is Nin‘s purpose 
in art. To know herself, to understand her life, her relationships, the complexities of that 
life, to discover meaning in life thru this act of creativity. 


The act of creativity is the birth of the artist, of the newly created person always in the 
process of being created. With the act of creativity is a passion, love, enthusiasm for life. 
She is always an affirmer of life: ‘’l refused to share the universal pessimism and in- 
ertia.”: her art & life is a “refusal to despair.” The art/poetry of Anais Nin cannot be 
separated from her life. Life and art are an interplay, a dance, they nourish and sustain 
each other: to separate life from art or art from life is to kill both. 


“What everyone forgets’, she writes in her diary in 1953, “‘is that passion is not merely 
a heightened sensual fusion, but a way of life which produces, as in the mystics, an 
ecstatic awareness of the whole of life. . . “ Passion is a way of life. It is not a frag- 
mentary perception but a perception of the totality of life, a wholistic perception; the 
awakening of the senses. She continues, ‘‘that it is this way that poetry becomes the 
greatest truth, by intensification, condensation of experience. While poetry is con- 
sidered by most as illusion and delusion, it is the only reality, the moment when we are 
completely alive.” 


This act of creativity moves from the individual outwards — it is a knowledge of one’s 
self, of “the hub’ as Miller calls it in the Diary. With self knowledge comes the most 
important revolution, a transmutation of being, the birth of the new person. It is a 
poetry which can be created only when we are passionately involved with living. 


The energy necessary for this revolution in being comes from love, a love which is born 
simultaneously with the act of creativity. ‘The poet is in love, a lover’, she wrote in 
1935; and in 1968, “the poet is primarily the lover of the world... ‘’ With this attitude 
it is no wonder that she rebelled against much traditional poetry. ‘Many American poets, 
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according to Karl Shapiro, wrote prose, not poetry.” Their work is literal, not ‘‘dimen- 
sional‘’. The source of the dimensional lies in knowing oneself, knowing the conscious 
as well as the unconscious, allowing the unconscious to enrich the conscious with its 
symbolism. For the symbols of the unconscious become the “intensification (and) con- 
densation of experience.’ And this in turn delivers to us the “greatest truth’, ‘the only 
reality’’. This is the poetic process, the act of creativity that enriches & nourishes our 
daily life. 


Not everything from the unconscious is of use to art. Nin opposes the self-indulgent. 
She calls for a “Japanese order’’ which does not restrict behaviour & creative expression, 
but which removes the excessive & the insignificant. ‘There has to be a freedom of flow 
absolutely unimpeded by the critical mind, but the second stage is the disciplined crafts- 
man who says: this is unfocused, this is trivial, this is unimportant...“ Editing creates 
form. It enhances the expression by removing the unnecessary, that which detracts from 
the essence. ‘‘The very role of the poet is to exalt whatever he touches, it is to take or- 
dinary reality and give it a fiery incandescence which reveals its meaning. Without this 
alchemy all writing remains dead.” 


The theme of Nin‘s novels can be found in the Diaries. Here we discover the dream, ges- 
ture, statement made by a friend or her father which later appears transmutated in the 
novel. ‘‘Form and style are born in the theme, inspired by the theme. | proceed in real- 
ity as a poet does. | often begin with one phrase. | hear one line, like the first line of a 
sonnet, and the rest is development.’” The source of her work is always the same, ‘‘the 
fusion of conscious and unconscious.” 


This exploration of the mind can also be seen in her psycho-analytic experiences which so 
influenced her artistic work: again there is the cross fertilization. With Otto Frank she 
moved from psycho-analysis to ‘‘poetic-analysis’’, a movement from reductive Freudian 
psychiatry to ‘‘an exploration of the soul.’ with Rank. ‘“‘Through Rank she discovers a 
new system of poetics’, writes Evelyn Hinz (The Mirror and the Garden). Again we are 
reminded ‘‘that poetry (is) the greatest truth.” Thru poetry the hidden self is revealed. 
We can be aware of the hidden self & its desires thru the act of creativity, thru the aware- 
ness of the self in a diary with its reports of daily activities, dreams, fantasies, worries, 
fears, anxiety, the whole range of human experience; or thru the poetic process wch 
allows expression of the unconscious symbols without the interference of the ‘‘critical’’ 
intellectual mind. ‘‘Poetry is alchemy which teaches us to convert ordinary materials 
into gold. Poetry, which is our relation to the senses, enables us to retain a living re- 
lationship to all things.” 


For a period in the 1930’s Nin workt as a psychoanalyst in New York City. At that time 
she wrote, ‘‘Science may heal, but it is the poetic illumination of life which makes my 
patients fall in love with life, which makes them recover their appetite for it.’’ With this 
“poetic illumination’ is an affirmation of life; in the movement of the poetic process 
we discover real values, real meaning; poetry is an illumination which results in a psychic 
healing and the creation of a whole person. 


Montreal, 1978 
(All quotations are from the work of Anais Nin unless otherwise indicated.) 





CULT OF CONCRETE, Mona Adilman. Editions Bonsecours. Montréal. 1977. 


The central theme of this collection, as even a cursory first reading will reveal, is 
preservation. In every poem, the strong warmth of Mona Adilman as preservationist 
is felt. Adilman empathizes with all that lives and is endangered. 


In The Silent Majority, Adilman says, “I’ve been too long in love with Mother 
Earth./| bleed to see her sorely gaping wounds/and writhe with pain at her deep 
agonies/The cruel pillage of her martyred flesh/somehow corrodes, destroys my body 
too,’ and we know that the values of this poet are unique: they, too, must be preserved. 


Hastening towards our goals, it is all too easy to lapse into alienation from “‘livingness.”’ 


Adilman has brought us up short, using frequent gentle satire, to emphasize the need to 
preserve the environment; to preserve lives; to relate to whatever lives. 


Using the stark images of urban destruction: ‘‘a second Pompeii/doomed to be 
buried;"’ “the concrete harvest. . . . bulldozed to cosmic dust;” “praying mantis cities;”’ 
“dragon maw of the bulldozer’’, she symbolizes our inner decandence, our capacity to 
function only in a way that negates life. That the destruction without is also the des- 
truction within, is revealed in her erotic poems, where she asks, ‘‘How long will we/con- 
tinue to devour one another; in Figurine, ‘‘One by one, he cut off/her graceful 
fingers;’’ and in Migratory Urge, ‘Our voices are recorded on separate channels/dual 
track audio emptiness/soundlessness on sound.” 


Man‘s capacity for destruction is exposed, too, in the poem on Pakistan, Butchery, 
where bloated bodies are ‘‘crushed like writhing flies/in the web of war.” 


Adilman‘s poems seethe with controlled rage, exploding into violent images that 
thrust themselves into the reader’s consciousness. These poems were not written as 
exercises in the art of poem-making; and there is no apology. They are direct and force- 
ful statements on mankind's condition, and though they reek of death, they speak of 
life. They force us to a new recognition of the existential choice and they assert this 
poet's decision. In Autocracy, she concludes: ‘Dying is a most/undemocratic pro- 
cedure,”’ and screams into the wind her defiant affirmation of life. 


KEITHA MacINTOSH 
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AT MOMENTS 


At moments 

from a distance 

people, running in the sunshine, 
have the dark and light facets 
of planets circling the sun. 
Front sides luminous 

backs gone black. 


Who could guess 
that these fleshy planets 
can laugh back? 


At moments 

we tremble down stairs 
mechanical toys gone awry. 
Or a mindless wind 

scatters us on ice. 


We are dumbfounded 
that gravity’s forces can capture 
our warm weight. 


CAROLE L. TENBRINK 





